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The  New  Earth 


i 

Sword  of  Deliverance 

“in  the  beginning  was  the  Word,  and  the  Word  was  with  God, 
and  the  Word  was  God.” 

0  W ird,  in  the  midst  of  darkness ,  Thou  art  a  Sword 
smiting  the  powers  of  death. 

Sword  of  deliverance, 

Flaming  through  the  night 
Till  the  hosts  of  darkness 
Crumble  into  flight, 

Lead  us  forth  to  freedom, 

Save  us  by  Thy  might. 

Sword  of  deliverance, 

Forged  in  living  fires, 

Burnished  in  the  whirlwind 
Of  supreme  desires, 

Lead  us  forth  where  spirit 
Glories  and  aspires. 

Sword  of  deliverance, 

Through  the  blackness  hurled 
Toward  unrighteous  banners 
Bloody  and  unfurled, 

Lead  us  to  redemption 
Of  a  stricken  world. 


The  Rivers  of  the  World 

The  rivers  of  the  world  flow  red  across  the  earth. 

Be  brave ,  my  soul,  be  brave ! 

The  blood  of  sacrifice  shall  bring  to  us  new  birth. 

Be  brave,  my  soul,  be  brave! 

O  liberating  floods,  that  wash  the  ways  of  men, 

Enrich  the  trodden  fields  that  flow’rs  may  grow  again, 

Bring  healing  to  the  hills  and  glory  to  the  glen. 

Be  brave ,  my  soul,  be  brave ! 

The  rivers  of  the  world  are  misty  ’neath  the  moon. 

Awake,  my  soul,  awake ! 

They  are  crooning  to  the  dead,  “O  Laddies  cuddle  doon.” 

Awake,  my  soul,  awake ! 

O  waves  that  cleanse  the  plains  where  warring  feet  have  trod, 
Changing  a  sullen  earth  to  live  and  singing  sod, 

Thy  sacramental  streams  return  unto  thy  God. 

Arise ,  my  soul,  arise ! 

And  under  and  over  and  through  it  all 
I  hear  the  Song  of  the  Marching  Men. 


II 


Comrades  of  the  Cross 

0  W ->rd.  Thou  art  the  Cradle  of  all  men ,  wherein 
the  Dead  shall  wake  to  life  unending. 

Last  night  I  dreamed  the  Cross  of  God 
Stood  rooted  deep  in  Flanders’  sod, 

And  wide  its  open  arms  were  spread 
Over  the  fields  of  living  dead. 

Mile  upon  mile  the  crosses  rose 
Shepherding  sleep’s  supreme  repose, 

And  as  I  looked  they  seemed  to  he 
Merged  into  conquering  Calvary. 

O  Jesus,  more  than  Savior  now— 

Brother,  soldier,  captain,  Thou — 

Each  of  Thy  comrades  of  the  Cross 
Treasures  the  gift  that  man  calls  loss. 

O  what  an  Easter  lies  concealed 
Beneath  the  flowers  on  Flanders’  Field! 


Lullaby 

Sing  we  a  lullaby 
To  these,  our  dead. 

Cherish  them  tenderly, 

Cradle  each  head. 

Sing  of  the  fiery  West 
Fading  to  gray, 

Sing  of  the  Morning  Star 
Pointing  the  way. 

Sing  of  Thine  only  Son, 

Whom  Thou  didst  give 
That  He  and  these  brothers 
Might  triumph  and  live. 

Sing  to  these  sleeping  ones, 
God  of  the  slain, 

Tell  them  their  Captain 
Shall  lead  them  again. 

And  over  and  under  and  through  it  all 
I  hear  the  Song  of  the  Marching  Men. 


Ill 


The  Unconquerable 

0  Word,  in  the  stress  of  battle ,  Thou  art  the  Winds 
of  Strength  blowing  from  Space  Eternal. 

I  shall  not  grudge  the  falling  if  I  may  have  the  fight, 

For  the  soul  of  man  is  comfortless  until  he  prove  his  might. 

Rather  my  body  fall  today  unnoticed  and  unsought 

Than  I  should  hail  tomorrow’s  dawn  with  any  fight  unfought. 

Seek  to  destroy  me  with  your  hungry  axe, 

Strive  to  efface  me  from  the  ways  of  men, 

Scatter  my  body’s  fragments  to  the  flax — 

And  one  day  I  shall  rise  and  sing  again. 


Winds  of  Strength 

O  Winds  of  Strength,  that  blow  across  the  reaches  of  Eternal  space! 
From  some  primeval,  far-flung  sky  thy  conquering  battalions  race. 
Prismatic  fires  of  distant  suns  impel  thy  animating  breath, 

The  challenge  of  immortal  life  is  in  thy  ignorance  of  death. 

Blow  far,  blow  wide,  O  Winds  of  Strength, 

Sweep  in  a  whirlwind  from  unregioned  might, 

Foam  the  melodious  sea,  whose  lambent  length 
Trails  through  the  boundlessness  beyond  the  night. 

Blow  far,  blow  wide,  O  Winds  of  Strength, 

Sweep  through  the  spacious  vestibule  of  earth, 

Run  in  a  roaring  flame  a-down  its  length 
And  burst  the  doors  that  lead  to  freer  birth. 

And  under  and  over  and  through  it  all 
I  hear  the  Song  of  the  Marching  Men. 


IV 


New  Risen  Peace 

O  Word ,  that  was  in  the  beginning ,  Thou  art  Peace , 
the  deliverer  of  man. 

Agnus  Dei 

I  smell  the  buds  of  April 
Above  the  scourging  rain; 

I  see  the  bow  of  promise 
Across  the  stricken  plain; 

I  feel  the  resurrection 
Beyond  the  millions  slain; 

And  from  the  twisted  world-womb, 

All  travail-rent  with  pain, 

I  see  a  lamb  a-borning, 

Peaceful  and  free  of  stain. 


Song  of  Peace 

O  Peace,  whose  wings  of  healing  are  outspread 
Over  a  new  and  consecrated  earth, 

Thou  art  the  resurrection  for  the  dead, 

For  those  who  have  not  died,  another  birth. 
Within  the  solace  of  thy  shielding  wings 
The  heart  of  nations  lifts  its  voice  and  sings. 

O  Peace,  thou  art  the  glory  of  the  sun 
New  risen  from  the  miracle  of  night, 

Shining  upon  the  nationhood  begun 
With  thy  renewing,  all-sustaining  light. 

Pour  into  man  the  mystery  of  love 
That  he  may  gird  his  spirit  from  above. 

O  Peace,  who  movest  o’er  the  shadowy  deep, 
Brooding  in  love  upon  the  ways  of  men, 
Entreating  tempests  till  they  fall  asleep, 

Mooring  our  souls  to  harmony  again, 

We  pledge  thee  in  the  blood  that  we  have  shed, 
The  new-born  living  and  the  living  dead! 

And  over  and  under  and  through  it  all 
I  hear  the  Song  of  the  Marching  Men. 


V 


Song  of  the  Marching  Men 

“And  I  saw  a  new  heaven  and  a  new  earth:  for  the  first  heaven  and 
the  first  earth  were  passed  away.” 

0  Word,  Thou  art  the  Future,  making  as  one  the 
steps  of  Many  Nations. 

Marching,  marching,  marching  feet, 

You  are  moving  triumphantly  over  the  earth, 

And  your  marching  makes  music  impellingly  sweet, 
Rhythmic  and  terrible, 

Sweeping,  unbearable, 

Swelling  our  hearts  to  their  ultimate  girth. 

O  march ,  march  of  my  brothers,  treading  the  living  sod, 

You  are  keeping  in  step  with  the  future,  you  are  marching  beside  your  God. 

Marching,  marching,  marching  feet, 

You  are  shaking  the  bastions  discarded  and  done, 
Trampling  them  under,  remorseless  and  fleet, 

That  man  may  new-fashion, 

God-driven  with  passion, 

Invincible  turrets  to  flame  in  the  sun. 

O  march ,  march  of  my  brothers,  playing  the  mighty  game, 

You  are  keeping  in  step  with  the  future,  you  are  purging  the  earth  of  shame 

Marching,  marching,  marching  feet, 

You  are  moving  across  the  immutable  sky, 

And  you  march  to  infinity’s  myriad  beat, 

Planets  for  stepping-stones, 

Stars  for  your  overtones 

Sounding  their  penetrant,  challenging  cry. 

O  march,  march  of  my  brothers,  treading  the  spacious  ways. 

You  are  keeping  in  step  with  the  future,  you  are  shaping  the  Book  of  Days. 

Marching,  marching,  marching  feet, 

You  are  wearing  a  trail  to  the  uttermost  pole. 

United  you  move  and  your  footsteps  repeat 
Nobly  and  ringingly, 

Measuredly,  singingly, 

The  song  of  man’s  service  aflame  in  his  soul. 

0  march,  march  of  my  brothers,  blazing  the  earth  new-hurled. 

You  are  keeping  in  step  with  the  future,  O  Marching  Men  of  the  World! 
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N91.  SWORD  OF  DEEIVERANCE 
Chorus 

n  the  beginning  was  the  Word,  and  the  Word  was  with  God,  and  the  Word  was  God. 
)  Word,  in  the  midst  of  darkness,  Thou  art  a  Sword  smiting  the  powers  of  death. 

jOUISE  AYRES  GARNETT 


HENRY  HADLEY,  Op.  85 
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O  Word,  Thou  art  the  Cradle  of  all  men,  wherein  the  Dead  shall  wake  to  life  unending- 
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N23  THE  UNCONQUERABLE 

Baritone  Solo  and  Men’s  Voices 

O  Word,  in  the  stress  of  battle,  Thou  art  the  Winds  of  Strength  blowing  from  Space  Eternal. 
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N94.  NEW  RISEN  PEACE 
a)  AGNUS  DEI 
Alto  Solo 

O  Word,  the  same  that  was  in  the  beginning-,  Thou  art  Peace,  the  deliverer  of  man 
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b)  SONG  OF  PEACE 
Soprano  Solo  and  Chorus  of  Women 
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Full  Chorus,  Bass  Solo,  Women’s  Chorus 
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0  “Word,  Thou  art  the  Future,  making-  as  one  the  steps  of  Many  Nations. 

And  I  saw  a  new  heaven  and  a  new  earth:  for  the  first  heaven  and  the  first  earth  were  passed 

away. 
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